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terrier. Then, he would stroll to the Guards' Club,
finding fault with everything and everybody con-
nected with the changes taking place in the
dress, &c., of the army, and that of the English
gentleman. From the windows of the Club he
used to gaze at White's which was opposite, and
abuse the dandies, especially Brummell and Alvan-
ley, who were his especial aversions, ejaculating,
"Damn those fellows; they are upstarts, and fit
only for the society of tailors ! "

I recollect on one occasion his dining, when on
guard, with Colonel Archibald Macdonald (who
was killed afterwards at Bergen-op-Zoom), when
Brummell, Alvanley, and Pierrepoint were also of the
party. These dandies were aware of the dislike he
entertained for them, but nevertheless made a point
of asking him to take wine. But to each invitation
he replied gruffly, " Thank you ; I have already had
enough of this horrid stuff, and cannot drink more."
His speeches were usually of this curt description.

When Sebright went to Spain with his battalion,
he left directions to have the newspapers regularly
forwarded to him, and on their arrival he desired
his servant to damp them; then holding them to
the fire, he would exclaim, "Why, my papers smell
as if they were only printed last night." This
operation was performed every day the mails arrived
from England.

My gallant friend was a thorough John Bull,
and an enemy to everything that was French, even
to the dress of that nation. It was with difficulty
that he bore the innovation of the black neckcloth,
that had then just come into fashion. Upon one
occasion, on entering the Guards' Club, he per-es adored
